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Facit indipnatio Verſum. 
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A N D wilc thou leave Yoling Femmy in the Jurch? My double Chin'sdiſmantled, and my Ccar is 
A plague confound the DoCtors of thy Church. Palt its beſt days, i» YVerbo. Sacerdorie, 


| And ſoabandon poor Italian Molly, My Breechestoo this Morning, to my wonder, 
Thar had the firkingof thy Bumm with Holly ! I tound grown Schiſmaticks, and fallen aſunder, 
Were lthy Confefſor, who am thiy Martyr, When firſt I cartie ro Town with Houſhold-T og, 
Dot think thar I'd allow thee any Quarter, > Rings, Watch, and ſo forth, fairly went tor prog, 
No——thou ſhouldſt find whar *cis to be a Starter. The Ancient Fathers next in whom I boaſted, 


Lord ! with what monftrous Lies, and ſenſeleſs Shams, Were ſoon exchang'd for ptimitive Boil'd and Roaſted: 


Have we been cullied all along at Sams. Since *tis no Sin of Books tobe a Glutton, 
Whocou'd havecer believ'd, unleſs in Spight, [ rruck*d St. Auftin for a Les of Mutton. 
Lewis le Grand wou'd turn rank Hilliamite ? Old Ferow's Volumes next I made a Rape on, 


Thou. that haſt look'd ſo fierce, and talk'd fo big, And melted down that Father for a Capon. 
In thy Old Aye, to dwindle to a Pig; & When thete were gone, my Boweis not to balk, 
By Heavea I ſeethou'rt in thy Hearc a Prig. I creſpaſs d moſt erormoyly in Chalk. 


I'd not be for a Million in thy Jerkin. But long: I had nat quarter'd upon tick, 

*Fore George thy Soul's no bigger than a Gerkin. Eer Chriſtian Faith, I fouod grew munſtruous fick: 
Haſt thou for this ſpent ſo much Ready Rhine * ___®nd now, wap! when my Tary'd Emral.s croke, 
Mow, whar the piague will become of Fre Devine? At Partner How's I Dine and Supon Smoke. : 


A Change ſo monſtrous I cod neer have thought, In fine, the Goyernment may do its Will, 
Though Partridge all his Stars to vouch it, brought, & But I'm afraid my Guts will grumble ſtill. 


$life T11 not take thy Honour for a Groar. Dennis of Sicily, as Books relate Sir, 
Ev'n Oaths with thee, are only things of Courſe, When he was tumbled trom the Regal Stare Sir, . 
Tho!, 'Zoons thou art a Monarch tor a Horſe, (Which by the by Ihope will be your Fate Sir,) 

Of Kings diſtreſd thou art a fine Securer, And his good Subjetts left him in the lurch. 

Thou make*ft nie Swear, that am a known Now Furor. Turn'd Pedagogue, and Tyrannizd in Birch: 

But tho? I ſwear thus, as [aid before, Tho thus the Spark was taken a Peg lower, 

K::ow;, King, Pil place itall upon thy Score, Some feeble ſigns of his old State he bore, 

Were Fob alive and banter'd by ſuch Shufflers, And Reign'd oer Boys that Goyeriwd Mei before. 
He'd out-rail Oats, and Curſe both thee and Bouflers, For thee I wiſh ſome Puniſhment that Tor ſe 1s, | 
For thee I've loſt, if I can rightly ſcan 'em, Since thou aſt ſpoild my Prayers, row 'i-ar my Curſes. 
Two Livings worth full Eightſcore Pounds pex Amnuw. May thy Afﬀairs (for ſo I wiſh by Heavens) 

Then Geefe and Pigs my T able neer did fail, All the World or at Sixes ly and Sevens. 

And Tvth-Eggs merrily flew in like hail, C May Maintenon, tho' thou fo (Soon haſt kept her, 

My Barns with Corn, my Ccllars cramm'd with Ale. + With Brand-Venereal finge thy Royal Sceptcr. 

The Dice are chang'd, for now, as Pm a ſinner, May all the Poets, that thy Fame have arter'd, : 
Tie Devil, for me knows where to buy a Dinner, Un-god thee now, and Damn whar once they flatrer'd 
] might as ſoon, tho' I were neer fo willing, The Pope, and Thou, be never Carer C. tins, 
Raiſea whole Troop of Horſe, as one poor Shilling Aud F:ftulas thy Arſe-hole ferze by 12:5322 1e. 

My Spouſe, alaſs! mult flaunt in Silks no more, Thus far in jeſt; but now, to pih the basket, 

Pray Heaven for Suſtenance ſhe turn not whore; May'ſt thou to England come of Fove I a K it. 

And Daughter Peggy too, in time 1 fear, Thy wretched Fortune, Lewis, there to prop, 

Will learn to take a Stone up in her Ear. I hope thou'It in the Fryars take a Shop. 

My Friends have baſely left mewith my place, Turn Puny Barber there, blecd Jouſy Zarmen, _ 
Wha:'s worſe, my very Pimples bilk my face. Cur Corns for Chimney-Sweepers, and ſuch Vermin;, 
And trankly my Condition to diſcloſe, Be forc'd to Trim (for ſuch I'm farc thy Fare is,) 

I] molt reſent the ungratitude of my Noſe, Thy own Hugonors and Us Nor-Furers gratis. 

On which tho' I have ſpent of Wine ſuch ſtore, May all the Kapgon, as I've pot z1v3 Pen tot, 

Jt now looks paler than my Tavern ſcore. And may all Chrifsan People fay Amen to... 
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